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366 Original Poetry. [March, 

Where our Homers and Virgils are scorn'd and malign'd, 
Call'd deficient in fire, and barren in mind." 

" No, no, it can't be," said the god in a rage, 
" And some one is mocking you, child, I'll engage. 
Why, where could it be that such blasphemy rose ? 
'Mongst the Hurons or Topinambous, I suppose." 

" Oh, no, my dear brother, at Paris, that grand" 

Ah, the Lunatick-Hospital, — I understand." 

"Nay, nay, good Apollo, 'twas done at the Louvre, 
When th' Academy sat and the meeting run over." 



Enigma. 

Relentless foe of human bliss am I,* 

At my blest lot lovers with envy sigh. 

I feast on blood, and spurniog all alarms 

From those who seek my death, find life within their arms. 



Lines to be placed beneath a bad engraving which was 
made of him. 

See here the picture of the great Boileau. 

" What, is that he ?— the Satirist look so ? 

But how he scowls ? what makes him look so mad ?" 

Why, to behold himself pourtray'd so bad. 



Written for the late unfortunate Queen of France, by M. 
Boufflers, on her asking him for a song on her defects. 

Would you know what Rumour lays 

To the charge of Antoinette ? 
That she's often light, it says ; 

Fickle, mad, and a Coquette. 
And is it so? 
Oh ! yes ! But know, 
So nice the line her fancy draws, 

Her very slights 

Create delights, 
And Cato's self would smile applause. 

* line puce. 
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Sense, it says, her royal head 

Does not overburden much ; 
Adulation too, 'tis said, 

Easily her soul can touch. 
And is it so 1 
Oh ! yes ! But know, 
So well she manages the matter, 

The Gods on high ■> 

Would leave the sky, 
And come on Earth her charms to flatter. 

If for business or for pleasure, 

The hour by herself be set, 
One, 'tis said, may wait her leisure ; 

Tis a trifle, to forget ! 
And is it so ? 
Oh ! yes ! But know, 
That when one next beholds her face, 

AH wrongs adieu, 

Delights renew, 
And time flies on with double pace. 

That I and me, fill all discourse, 

And self runs on supremely, 
'Tis said, she finds no other source ; 

She loves herself extremely. 
And is it so ? 
Oh ! yes ! But know 
The case is just you'll find. 

What blame to prove 

That she should love, 
What's loved by all mankind ? 



VERSES BY LORD BYRON. 

When I rov'd, a young highlander, o'er the dark heath. 
And climbed thy steep summit, Oh Morven, of snow 

To gaze on the torrent that thundered beneath, 
Or the mist of the tempest that gather'd below. 

Untutor'd by science, a stranger to fear, 

And rude as the tocks where my infancy grew, 

So feeling, save one, to my bosom was dear, 

Need I say, my dear Mary, 'twas center'd in you •' 



